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There's a dog at your back step 


Author's Notes: 


This story takes place in March, 2001. (Jason Newsted officially left Metallica in January of that year) | 
originally planned to write a much shorter one-shot..but as usual, the muses had other ideas. | hope my 
wisher isn't put off by the unconventional approach to the prompt. If I'm the one granting your Ficmas wish, 
you can pretty much guarantee that things are going to get weird. *evil grin* 


It's getting harder and harder for Jason to hold his breath. 


His ribs ache from the steel-toed kicks. His sternum, crushed against the lip of the bathtub, seems to be 
angling further toward his spine by the second. His lungs burn. His head throbs. The thundering drumbeat of 
his pulse is all he can hear. First it overtook the distorted mumblings of the man holding him down and then it 
drowned the very sound of the water itself. Darkness encroaches on the edges of his vision, punctured here 
and there by pinpricks of bright blue light. Another ten seconds and he'll probably lose consciousness. Another 
thirty seconds beyond that and his lungs will have already filled with water. Does the intruder know CPR? Is 


what he's after important enough that he'd use it? Would it even work if he did? 


He won't let it go that far, Jason tells himself. He wants Jason alive. That much is obvious. So far he hasn't 
been able to find what he's looking for and there's no way he ever will if Jason drowns. This is nothing but a 
fear tactic. A painful but empty threat. Keep refusing to say anything and the man will have no choice but to 


let him up and resort to another tactic. Something even more agonizing, no doubt, but equally non-lethal. 


All Jason has to do it keep his mouth shut. Keep the oxygen in. Keep the information in. Open it only to take 
another breath when the man lets him up. 


But then five more seconds go by and the man has not let him up. 


Panic pokes like a finger at his cheek, releasing a thin stream of bubbles. Jason feels them race along the edge 
of his jaw and escape to the surface. He wonders if the man notices them. He waits for his head to be lifted, 


but instead it is pushed further down The tip of his nose bumps the bottom of the tub. 
Three more seconds go by. 


The trapped air rushes back up his throat like vomit. Bubbles force their way between his lips. The darkness 
encroaches further, now tinged faintly red. The drumbeats retreat into his brain and his ears begin to wail like 
a single screaming guitar chord threatening to blow the amp. Dread seizes Jason's bound hands and freezes 
them uselessly in place. He was wrong. Clearly he was wrong. Either his captor has lost track of time or he's 


changed his mind and is willing to let Jason drown. 
Two more seconds go by. 


His vision darkens to twin pinpoints. His jaw begins to loosen. He imagines the screeching amplifier that is his 


ribcage exploding outward in a shower of blood and sparks-- 

--and with that, his head is yanked from the water. 

"Had enough yet, Newsted?" 

The gasping inhalation sounds embarrassingly orgasmic. Jason feels disgust trying to creep in amid the relief 
and triumph that have momentarily overtaken his fear. If he could turn his head far enough to spit water in 
his attacker's ski-masked face, he would, but the hand fisted firmly in his hair forces Jason to settle for a 
simple, sputtering "Fuck you!" 

His assailant snorts appreciatively. "Maybe later." 

Once more Jason's face is plunged into the freezing bathwater. Once more he steels his hastily-filled lungs and 


begins the countdown of seconds in his mind. How much longer this time? Long enough to force him to either 


relent or pass out? Should the thug's retort be taken as a suggestion of things to come or was he just being- 


He's jerked up again with such force that his hair flings water backward against the tiles. 


"Come on, man | know this hurts a lot more than you're letting on. | know you won't be able to hold out much 


longer. So how about you spare yourself the pain and tell me where the safe is." 

"I fucking told you, | don't have a safe!" 

"That's not what the word on the street says." 

"Then the word on the street is wro--" 

This time he's shoved back underwater before he can draw a breath. This time the crushing pain and the 
pounding pulse and the screaming red panic are immediate and all-consuming. Jason thrashes like a fish beneath 
his attacker's grasp. His response is rewarded just as quickly as it was punished a second ago, but this time he 
is only lifted partially from the tub. The tip of his nose remains submerged and he has to arch his neck 


almost to the point of breaking to keep his mouth clear of the water. 


"See, | was being nice before when | let you inhale before | pushed you under. Obviously we're beyond that 


point now. So let me ask you again Where's the safe?" 

Jason draws the deepest breath of air he can muster and says nothing. 
"Where's the safe, Newsted?" 

He holds fast, refusing to exhale. Refusing even to shake his head in defiance. 


"Gonna play it like that, are you?" The intruder lets one hand go from Jason to show him his waterproof 


watch. "No problem. | can wait." 


Wait he does. Patiently. Quietly. Until Jason's lungs deflate almost two minutes later with a shuddering gasp, 


and he seizes that exact moment to thrust Jason's head below the water again. 


"Look where that got you," the man says calmly when he yanks Jason back up a moment later. "Doesn't matter 


how long you hold your breath. You're fucked either way. Go ahead. Try it again” 
"Try what again?" Jason sputters. 
"Holding your breath. Go on--take another good deep one for me." 


Jason does. It's neither a deep breath nor a good one. It's a shivering half-breath, which is all he can muster 


amid the dizziness and chattering teeth. His attacker murmurs some vague praise before submerging Jason 


once more. Ten seconds go by. Already his chest is on fire. His lungs are straining pitifully now when the last 
couple times they were full and strong. Then, to his confusion and relief, he feels the man's body draw back 
from his own He readies himself to be lifted from the water when a fist collides full-force with his ribs, 
forcing the air from Jason's lungs with a brutal and terrifying rush. 


He thrashes frantically, legs pistoning, knees hammering the side of the tub hard enough to send ominous 
echoing booms through the water. Then mercifully he's pulled free. 


"Where's the safe?" the man repeats patiently. 
"Studio closet," his captive gasps. 

"Already looked there." 

"Under the carpet!" 


"Like | said" 


"No!" Jason winces as the gloved fingers tighten and the hair is nearly torn from his scalp. "There's a--there's 
a fake floor. You have to pull it up." 


‘Nice try, but that's the first place | checked." 
"You have to use a knifel” 

The intruder chuckles. "Lie to me again and | will." 
"Or a screwdriver!" 

"Even better." 


Jason shivers in spite of himself. He wants to clench his teeth to keep them from clattering but knows that 
even a moment's hesitation will buy him a lungful of water. If he's lucky. 


Find the gap between the floorboards. Use the blade to pull one up. The others you can do by hand" 
' | find out you're trying to stall me--" 

"| swear to God!" 

"--your next swimming lesson will be in the toilet. Right after I've used it” 


‘lm telling you its there. Its fucking there!" 


"It better be, because l'm prepared to start slicing your fingertips off if | have to. Trust me. These little 


water sports are just a warm up." 


Before Jason can open his mouth to offer another desperate assurance, his attacker backs off and hauls him 
to his feet. He cries out as pain flares through both shoulders. Between his own dead weight and the vice grip 
of the man's fists, it feels like his arms are being wrenched from his body. 


"Stand up, Newsted. This is no time to play crippled." 


Play crippled. It comes off like a sick pun in the echo of the threats to his fingers. It's also exactly the way 
he'll be forced to play if he doesn't take some of the pressure off his arms. Not to mention one of the 
reasons he left the band. As if this psycho even cares. Now that Jason is no longer part of Metallica, its 
obvious the only value he has to this intruder--and the one who broke into his old house a couple months ago 
in an unsettling prelude to what's happening right now-~is locked away in the safe. The safe he almost drowned 
to protect. The safe his visitor is all too happy to destroy Jason's musical abilities for. The only thing saving 
that and his life is something with Metallica's name on it. 


Jason isn't sure what the word for that realization would be, but he's pretty sure it's something much uglier 


than irony. 
"My legs are asleep." 


He's not lying. He's not stalling. His feet feel like cinderblocks tied to his aching knees by the frayed ends of 
muscle and nerve. He staggers like a drunk as he tries to put one in front of the other. His thoughts flash to 


Hetfield in the condition Jason last saw him in before he quit the band. 
Speaking of sick little ironies. 


‘Only way to wake them up is to move," the intruder says. "And count yourself lucky | haven't broken them 


already." 


Despite the show of intimidation, the hands slide beneath Jason's arms and half carry, half steer him down the 
hall and through the kitchen and dining rooms toward the other side of the house. He makes a fleeting, useless 
inventory of his surroundings. The groceries spilling out of their bags on the floor near the refrigerator. The 
cabinet doors wide open, their contents strewn and broken everywhere as if an earthquake had just struck 
Books knocked from shelves. Drawers pulled from tables and desks. Works of art yanked from the wall, their 


frames cracked or canvases impaled cruelly on whatever sharp corners they landed against. 


He feels no anger at the sight of the destruction. No shock. No dismay. Just a surreal numbness and 
detachment as if his assailant were marching him past a movie screen showing scenes from someone else's 
home invasion. The only things that stick in Jason's mind after he's passed them are the windows. Their shades 
are still open He can see his own pale, drenched reflection as he's propelled through the debris by a taller, 


bulkier figure in black. Not that it matters. Thanks to the fence that his attacker somehow managed to scale 
before he ambushed Jason at the back door, no one could possibly see in. That was one of the reasons Jason 
chose this property. The security. The privacy. The distance from the city where the deranged fan who 


attacked him last time presumably came from. 


Jason still isnt sure how that one got in. The only thing he's certain of is why. 


To be continued. 


He must come in from the rain 


It all started at that fucking party back in February. The one in the massive beach house near Big Sur. The one 
that his bandmates from Echobrain insisted on going to because they still weren't sure if they wanted to sign 
with Surfdog and there were supposedly going to be reps from other labels there. The one where there were 
no real connections to be made but they hung around and got drunk anyway because hell, why not? The one 
where Jason shamelessly bragged to Dylan and Brian about the notebook full of handwritten lyrics he'd stolen 
from James Hetfield when he quit Metallica a few weeks before--lyrics for songs that James had been 
working on since their previous album that he mistakenly thought Jason didn't know about. The one where 
Jason assumed that because they were sitting near the bonfire away from the rest of the party, no one 
would hear. The one where someone obviously overheard anyway. The one where word of the stolen lyrics 


first started going around. 


Jason recanted the confession as soon as the rumors got back to him. Claimed he was joking around. Mouthing 
off. Assured the small-time journalists and local radio personalities and representatives from Q Prime that he 
was saying shit just for the sake of saying shit. When Kirk Hammett called him, presumably because Lars was 
freaking the fuck out and Bob Rock needed a voice of reason to get to the bottom of things, Jason denied even 
knowing that the songs existed. 


Apparently they were news to the rest of Metallica as well. He never heard a word from James throughout 
the whole ordeal--not through the media, not through the management, and not even from his bandmates 
themselves. Jason could only speculate as to why. He sure as hell knew better than to ask. Since James 
refused to address it, he figured the rumor would die away as quickly as it started. He heard nothing more 


from anyone after the phone call from Kirk It looked like that was that. 

Then he came home one night and found the man in the werewolf mask sitting on his bed. 

Looking back, his first instinct should have been to run like hell the second their eyes met. Not stand in the 
doorway gawking like an idiot. Not ask "who the fuck are you?" as if he expected to get a straight answer. Just 
turn around and run. Instead they stood each other down. 

"lm the Big Bad Wolf," the intruder growled. "And you're a thieving little pig. Know what I'm gonna do with you?" 
The line from Deliverance came to mind. But that was days later. At this particular moment, Jason couldn't 
even manage a hastily whispered "get out" or even a pathetic little "what?" All he could do was stare at the 
wolf man's tattered Metallica hoodie--the one with the demon from ‘Jump In The Fire’ on the front--as the 


realization of why the man was there slowly dawned on him. 


"No?" The wolf gave a long wheezing snicker. "Well then I'll tell you. I'm gonna huff, and l'm gonna puff, and l'm 
gonna blow your fucking head off if you don't tell me where they are." 


"Where what are?" Jason finally managed to say. 


"You took something that isn't yours. I'm here to take it back." 
"James.is that you?" 


Again, that disgusting sickly laugh. This one was long and protracted. At first it sounded like a madman with 
emphysema doing a twisted imitation of James’ infamous onstage cackle. Then it sounded like someone stepping 


on a broken bagpipe. Adrenaline rushed at last through Jason's body in an icy torrent 
"What makes you thirk Im James?" the intruder sneered 

"Why else would you be here?" 

"Because you have something | WANT! 


Even though the mask covered the man's entire head, Jason could tell by the hiss of those last words that he 
was bearing his teeth as if ready to bite. That's when Jason turned on his heel and ran Immediately he heard 
the thunder of footsteps behind him. Before he could even reach the end of the hallway, the wolf lunged and 
brought Jason crashing to the floor. The cell phone flew from his hand. He watched it shatter to pieces as it 
hit the wall. 


Then an arm snaked around his neck. An arm ridged with muscle that tightened fast against his windpipe as he 
tried to pry it away. The other latched hard onto Jason's wrist. The last thing he saw before everything went 
dark was that the man was also wearing werewolf gloves. Horribly realistic ones. Ones with claws sharp enough 


to puncture Jason's skin. 


He woke up face-down on the bedroom floor. The first thing he noticed was the phone from the nightstand 
lying a few feet away next to a cord that had clearly been ripped from the wall. No doubt the phones 
elsewhere in the house had been disabled the same way. For all he knew, the Big Bad Wolf had done it before 
Jason even got home. He'd been too dumbstruck by the intruder's appearance to notice anything else. But he 
noticed it now. The carefully-tucked bedclothes yanked loose, the drawers rummaged through, the Venetian 
blinds pulled down cockeyed when he was sure he'd left them up when he departed that morning. He could hear 
the rest of the house being trashed as he lay helpless on the carpet. There was some kind of gag in his 
mouth. Judging by the sweaty taste and his inexplicably chilly foot, it had to be one of his socks. His hands 
were tied behind his back with the scarf he'd been wearing when he came in Jason recognized the telltale 


scratch of wool. His feet were bound with God knows what. It hurt his neck to try and bend it to look. 
Not that there would have been much point. The Big Bad Wolf came lumbering back down the hall just then. 
Growling. Cursing. Muttering incoherently beneath the mask. When he saw that Jason was awake, he drew back, 


let out a profane roar, and kicked Jason hard as he could in the ribs. 


"Where are they?" the creature bellowed as he ripped the gag from his captive's mouth. 


Jason could barely draw a breath to speak. The pain in his side throbbed in frantic tempo with his heart and 
he had to bite back the obscenities rushing toward his lips in fear of another blow. 


"| dont know what you're talking about!" he grunted 

"The songs, you filthy pig. The songs you stole from Hetfield Where the fuck are they?" 

"They're not here!" 

It was the truth, but it was obviously not the answer the intruder wanted. Jason flinched away from the 
oncoming kick just in time to avoid a sneaker to the jaw. It hit the outer shell of his ear instead. It hurt like a 
motherfucker all the same. 

"| said, where the fuck are they?" 

"| dont have them!" 

Also the truth. Also not what the wolf man wanted to hear. 

"You didn't answer my question, shithead!" 


"How would | know where they are if | don't even have them?" 


The same filthy trainer that left his ear ringing a moment ago came down slowly on the side of Jason's head, 


pushing his face into the carpet and poised to crush every bone therein if the man were to shift his weight. 
"You told everyone you did” 

"It was a liel" Jason grunted, unsure how many words he had left before his jaw inevitably broke. "Just like | 
told Management. Just like | said on the radio. You must not have been listening. | was drunk. | was making shit 
up to piss off James and Lars. | never stole a thing!" 

The wolf snorted. "Prove it." 

"Already did. You tore the place up and found nothing. What other proof do you need?" 

He waited. Waited for the shoe to grind his face into a bloody pulp. Waited for the foot to withdraw and slam 
once more into his ribs, probably breaking a few this time. He waited for his attacker to snarl and spit and fly 
into another obscene rage. Instead, the man lifted his shoe away and flipped Jason onto his back. 


"The hell are you doing?" 


It was more a reflex than a question, because the answer was obvious. The Big Bad Wolf was straddling Jason's 


chest. The Big Bad Wolf was unbuckling his belt. The Big Bad Wolf was unzipping his jeans. The Big Bad Wolf had 
his cock in Jason's face. The Big Bad Cock was dripping and hard. 


"Getting something for my trouble," the creature sneered, his words toothy and moist as if he were salivating 
beneath the mask. "And now you're gonna be a good little pig, aren't you? You're gonna open up nice and wide. 


You're gonna huff, and you're gonna puff, and you're gonna bloooooowwww me just like the faggot you are!" 


Just then there was a noise down the hall. A half dozen muffled thumps. As if someone were knocking at the 


front door. 
Someone was knocking at the front door. 
"Shit!" Jason hissed. 

"Who the fuck is that?" the wolf man growled. 


It was Dylan. Jason's bandmate from Echobrain. He had completely forgotten they were supposed to jam that 
right. He'd gotten the dates mixed up and thought he had the place all to himself. 


‘Its nobody," he said in a paric. 

The knock came again, harder this time, accompanied by the friendly shout of Jason's name. 
"Doesn't sound like nobody." 

"Please.he'll go away if | don't answer the door." 


His name was called again, followed not by another knock but the unmistakable scrape and click of a key being 
put to a lock. 


"Shit!" Jason muttered again Dylan must have found the spare key inside the ceramic lizard. He probably 
assumed Jason had headphones on and didn't hear the knock and decided just to let himself in. "I didn't know he 
was coming. | swear to fucking God!" 

There was a sharp thud and a familiar voice, much louder and clearer now, echoed down the hall. 


"Yo Jase! You in there, dude? Come take this chain off the door." 


Before Jason could even think to say something, the wolf backhanded him and clamped an ungloved paw over 


Jason's mouth. 


"You shut the fuck up, little pig," he whispered viciously. "Don't say a fucking word ‘til I'm gone. You hear me?" 


Jason nodded, 


The intruder frantically stuffed his cock back into his jeans, zipped up, and heaved himself to his feet before 
he disappeared into the bathroom. Jason could hear the telltale scape of the window being shoved open. Then a 
shuffling. Then a muffled thump. Then nothing. 


Meanwhile, Dylan kept calling. When it became apparent that the robber was gone and that Dylan hadn't heard 
him leave, Jason yelled for him to wait just a minute. He'd managed to work the scarf loose from his wrists. 
He unwound the belt from his ankles. He staggered down the hall, disheveled and bloody-mouthed, and undid the 


chain on the front door. 


It took an hour of arguing and pleading to persuade his bandmate not to call the cops. He didn't want the 
publicity. He didn't want the gossip and the public embarrassment. Not after he finally managed to put the lid 
on the rumors about the stolen lyrics. It was obviously just a deranged fan. Maybe even an escaped mental 
patient. Jason claimed he came home and caught the guy ransacking the house and chased him outside where 
he jumped the fence. He didn't answer the door at first because he had the headphones on making sure his 
recording equipment still worked. All he wanted to do was clean up his shit in peace without the hassle of yet 
another media frenzy. Dylan finally relented, but only after he made Jason promise either to install a decent 
security system or consider buying that property he'd looked at a couple weeks before. The one with the 
sweet home studio. The one with the built-in alarm system and the ten-foot wall 


Jason agreed. It was time he got out of that place. Obviously anybody could just let themselves in. 


To be continued. 


So wicked and worn 


The thing about any alarm system, though, is that it's only as effective as the person it's meant to protect. 
And when that person has a gun pointed at his head--or rather a stun gun, as Jason found out once they 
were inside and the new assailant shocked him full-voltage in the neck until he passed out--he's not very 
effective at all. "Touch that panic button and you're dead" was all it took to dissuade him. Jason keyed in the 
disarm code with trembling fingers. He remembers a green light and a cheerful beep, then a buzz and a sharp 
slamming pain before everything went dark. Just like last time when the Big Bad Wolf choked him out, but a lot 
more high tech. Jason might have found the comparison funny if he weren't on the receiving end of both. 


As soon as they reach the studio, his attacker shoves him down on his knees next to the closet. Jason can see 
that the boxes stored inside have been heaved into the center of the room, the cardboard split and some of 
the vinyl records spilling from their sleeves. He feels a pang of rage as he wonders how many are broken 


Then the intruder jabs him hard in the shoulder, drawing his attention back to the closet floor. 
"Show me where," he instructs. 


Jason bites back a sarcastic remark about his hands being tied when the man pulls a tactical knife from one of 
the many pockets in his flak jacket. Speaking of high tech. The part of his curiosity not yet beaten and 
waterboarded into submission wants to ask the intruder who he works for--or at least who he used to work 
for. Navy Seals? Special Forces? SWAT. Team? Government security contractor? The heavy duty black 
fatiques and steel toed combat boots suggest a far more impressive background than your average hired 
thug. Impressive as in well-connected. Impressive as in well-trained. Or at least that's the assumption he hopes 
his captive will make. Jason warns himself too late not to waste time speculating. The man flicks open the knife 


and grabs Jason by the throat. 
"| said, show me where." 


"Already told you," he grunts, feeling his chest tighten in panic as light glints off the edge of the blade a few 
short inches from his face. "The gap between the floorboards. You can see where it's wider than the others. 


Use that knife to pry it up." 
The gloved hand withdraws from his neck. 
"Just wanted to hear it again Make sure you weren't making something up to get yourself out of the water." 


It only takes one mention of that freezing baptism to set Jason's teeth chattering all over again. He clenches 
his jaw, humiliated by the sound even though his attacker doesn't seem to notice or care. How much longer 
could he have held out if the man hadn't punched him? Probably no more than another round. Two if he 
somehow rallied. The last thing Jason wants is to make the fucker's job any easier, even though he's twice as 
outmatched as last time when the Big Bad Wolf beat him down just as quickly. The frustration makes him want 


to prove himself even though his rational brain tells him it's suicide. He wonders what other interrogation 


tactics the intruder has up his sleeve. Wonders how much more pain and degradation he can take. 
Wonders how much longer he can keep this going. 
"Now we're getting somewhere." 


Jason looks down. Sees the dull glimmer of the safe in the hiding space the man has just exposed. Watches him 


reach down and try to pull it up with no success. 


"Nice and heavy too. Bolted to the foundation by the feel of it. Pretty smart, Newsted. Much better planning 


than | expected from you." 
"Came with the house," he mutters before he can stop himself. 


"All the same, | obviously have my work cut out for me. Can't just haul this one out of here to crack open 


later. Looks like I'll need your help again" 

"You want the combination" 

The ski-masked head nods patiently. 

"Or what?" Jason asks, a sharp edge creeping into his tone. "You'll start cutting fingers off?" 

Finger fps" his tormenter corrects him. "But that's only if the cleaner methods don't work" 

"Which are?" 

The man pulls the stun gun from his jacket. "You know, the shock is much more pronounced when you're wet. 
That's because water acts as a conductor for the electric current. In case you ever wondered why they put a 
soaking sponge on the prisoner's head when they strap him into the electric chair.’ 

Jason shivers as a trickle of bath water escapes his hair and runs down the back of his neck 

| never really thought about it," he replies. 

"See? You learn something new every day." 

The shock hits him like a sledge hammer to the chest. Jason screams through clenched teeth as his spine 
arches almost to the snapping point and his body shudders as though it were plugged directly into the bass 
amp on the floor beside him. A second later--or a hundred, as the agony seems to go on forever--his 


attacker withdraws and watches Jason slump, still convulsing, to the floor. 


"Is that what you always imagined it would feel like?" 


"What?" Jason rasps, his entire head throbbing from the jolt. 

"To ride the lightning." 

"You're a sick piece of shit, you know that?" 

The thug shakes his head. "And here | thought you'd appreciate the reference." 

He gives Jason another quick shock. This one's to the back of the knee, where Jason's jeans are bunched up 
and the fabric is dry. Even so, it hurts like a bitch. His leg goes rigid and bends mercilessly in on itself. The 
bitter stench of scorched denim wafts up through the air. 

"l'm surprised you haven't pissed yourself by now.’ 


"You'd like that, wouldn't you?" Jason mutters. 


"What I'd like is the combination to this safe, if for no other reason than this thing'll run out of a charge 
eventually. Then | will have to start slicing.” 


"Bet you'd like that too." 


"Not as much as you'd think. But I'm prepared to do whatever it takes to collect what | came for, and | sure 
as hell won't hesitate if we get to that point." 


Jason closes his eyes and takes a deep shaking breath. He holds it in until his chest burns just to prove he still 
can. Then he lets it out with defiant slowness before he turns to face his attacker. 


"Eight..thirty-six..three." 
"Eight-three-six-three?" 
"No, thirty-six. That's the second number." 


The intruder snorts. "You know what | mean, Newsted. Eight three sixty-three. Same difference. Not exactly a 


creative choice, but | guess it beats going with your own birthday." 
"Just open the fucking thing already." 
"What was that?" 


"You heard me." 


Jason winces as the prongs of the stun gun are jammed into either side of his windpipe. "I'm the one giving the 
instructions here, not you. Mouth off to me again and I'll make you suck this thing while the juice is running. 


Understand?" 
"Yes." 


The prongs sink deeper and linger there until Jason wonders if he should have added a Sir to that reply. Only 
when he parts his lips to repeat the affirmation does the weapon withdraw. The robber tucks it back into his 
jacket and goes to work on the dial. Jason listens with a sinking heart to the faint metallic clicks. Eight right. 


Thirty-six left. Three right. There's a sharp, hollow pop. He catches himself holding his breath as the door is 
lifted open. 


This is it, he warns himself. 


This is the part where things get even worse. The part where the negotiations end. The part where he's about 
to get truly and irreparably fucked and there's nothing he can do to stop it. 


"What the hell are these?" 


Jason swallows hard. The measured calm has evaporated abruptly from the intruder's voice, leaving behind the 


husky rasp of angered disbelief. 
"Did you hear me, Newsted? What the--" 
"Exactly what they look like," Jason replies. "James Hetfield's stolen lyrics." 


"No shit! Where are the rest?" 


A smirk twitches at the corner of Jason's lips even as his bound hands begin to tremble and his bladder 


clenches almost to the point of collapse. 
"The rest of what--the notebook, or those particular songs?" 


"Do NOT test me. | already warned you what will happen if you don't watch your mouth. Itll be ten times 
worse if you keep holding out.” 


"All right. The notebook is in my safe deposit box." 


If only it were that simple. Not that it would be simple for Jason's attacker. He would have to wait thirty-six 
hours to accompany his prey in person to the bank, which he couldn't very well do in tactical gear and a ski 
mask, or else he would have to figure out some means of leverage to force Jason to retrieve the notebook 
without him. There's nobody to hold for ransom. Not without complicating the scheme to the point of exposing 
and endangering himself. This man would never do it. Jason knows that for a fact, although there's precious 


little consolation to be found in assuring himself the notebook is safe. It's three little songs that are about to 
damn him. 


"And these?" The intruder holds up the pages he pulled from the safe. Or rather, the top halves of the pages 
he pulled from the safe. "Where are the rest of these?" 


Jason forces himself to meet the man's gaze. His eyes are the color of a glacier and twice as cold. 
“They're gone." 

"Gone where?" 

"| burned them." 


The eyes narrow. First in what looks frighteningly like the prelude to rage, then in an equally discomforting 
squint as the man begins to laugh. 


"Nice try, Newsted. That almost sounded convincing. | might have been worried if you hadn't glanced to the left 
at that last second there and given yourself away.” 


"Fuck." Jason mutters. 
"Shall we try this again?" 
"| don't have them" 


"Sure you do. You wouldn't have stolen the notebook in the first place if it weren't valuable to you, and you 


sure as hell wouldn't destroy any part of it. We both know better than that." 
"| told you, they're not--" 


His vision explodes into a thousand burning pinpoints as the man’s fist collides with his face. Somehow it hurts 
even more than the electric shocks--or so Jason thinks until the metal fangs bite into the flesh in the small 
of his back and a jolting, searing pain goes racing up his spine and into his skull 


"Don't try to tell me you gave them away," the intruder warns once his captive stops convulsing. "Or sold 
them. Or even just loaned them out to your friends. Unless it's actually true, in which case you better get on 


the phone and pray they haven't leaked those songs to the media" 


Jason knows it's a bluff. If this thug is indeed on Metallica's payroll, as he suspects, there's no way the man 
would risk the band's reputation by going after anyone other than their former bassist. Jason is an easy 


target. A safe one too. His silence is assured regardless of the outcome because everyone knows about the 


bad blood between him and James Hetfield. It would be like Dave Mustaine trying to claim that his ex- 


bandmates hired some goon to rough him up over all the nasty comments he's made. All Hetfield would have 
to do is deny it and the case would be closed. But threatening someone besides Jason? Or worse, actually 
harming them? Its an obvious bluff and Jason can't resist calling his assailant out on it, even though he knows 


the consequences will be brutal. 
"Or what?" 
"Excuse me?" 


Jason spits a mouthful of blood onto the carpet and twists his split lip into a smirk. "What if | did show my 
friends? What if they did leak the songs? What if it's too late to get them back because the lyrics are already 


being written into someone else's album?" 


The intruder is silent. Jason knows it's a dangerous silence, like a wolf that has momentarily stopped snarling as 


it circles its wounded prey, and he braces himself for the distinct possibility of a non-verbal response. 
"Hypothetically?" the man finally says. 
Jason nods. 


"Well, hypothetically, you could be taken to court and sued for a variety of damages that | won't waste my 
time by naming. But | assume you're not talking about Metallica here." He turns the stun gun over in his 
leather swathed hands, examining it, adjusting some part of it that Jason can't see from this lowly angle. "I 
assume you're asking what | would do. Is that right?" 


"Yeah. Hypothetically.” 


"There's nothing hypothetical about it, Newsted. | would make you disappear. | would throw you in the trunk, | 
would drive you out into the desert, and neither you nor your car would ever be seen again. Might have a 
little fun with you before the inevitable--| haven't decided that yet. But either way, you would be gone. No 


more games. No more lies. No more fucking around." 

"Damn" Jason shakes his head. "All that over some lyrics that supposedly don't even exist?" 

"No. All that over the work | put in with nothing to show for it." 

"You know, for a hired thug, you're taking this very personally.’ 

He probably shouldn't have snickered. That's probably what earned Jason the backhand that snaps his face to 
the side and momentarily dissolves his vision into a twisted watercolor rendering of his wrecked studio. The 
image spins away as he's slung onto his back, replaced with a flashback to the Big Bad Wolf straddling him just 


like his assailant is doing now. Same nightmare, different monster. Except that this one hasn't given up. This one 


isn't going for the consolation prize of rape. At least not yet. He's ripping open Jason's shirt so that he can 


apply the stun gun directly to Jason's nipple. 


This time he screams. Or rather, he is forced to scream. The sound is torn from his throat by an invisible 


burning hand. He imagines his singed vocal cords dangled mockingly in the air above his arched, shuddering body. 


From the black depths of his mind echoes the question Hetfield asked after the first set they ever played 
together. 


‘Ever wonder what its like to ride the lightning? 
Thankfully, it only lasts a second. 
"Now that we're done discussing hypotheticals, you want to tell me where those pages actually are?" 


Jason is sorely tempted. It's either a good thing or a very, very bad thing that he can't seem to get his lungs 
to work. He would have to catch his breath before he could say anything. 


"You have two more chances to answer and only one more nipple. l'm sure you can figure out where that last 


shock is going to land After that, | start slicing. How does that sound?" 

"Fucking sick," Jason rasps. 

‘Guess | phrased that question too broadly." 

He doesn't wait for a retort. He goes straight for the other nipple, and he doesn't let off the juice until Jason's 
scream has tapered off into a wheezing echo. His back arches even higher this time. So high that his raised 
pelvis shudders against the other man's groin. It doesn't seem, as Jason is left groaning and gasping for breath 
in the electricity's wake, to have transferred the current at all from his body to his attacker's as he would 
have expected. 


It does, however, seem to have made his attacker hard. 


The erection presses menacingly into Jason's crotch as the intruder shifts his weight. He climbs off and 


reaches down to remove Jason's shoes. 

"What are you doing?" 

"Two down, one to go." The shoes are tossed precariously close to his red ESP Horizon bass--the one he's been 
meaning to remove the Metallica demon decal from, which now seems to mock him from across the room. "I'd 


think about your next answer very carefully if | were you." 


Jason flinches as the jeans are yanked down his legs. He realizes only now, as the smell hits the open air, that 


his bladder let loose sometime during the volley of shocks. Doesn't matter, he tells himself. He's beyond 


humiliation at this point. All he has left now is his resolve--but even that seems to be dissolving amid the 
sudden acrid stench. 


"Why are you even here? Why are these songs so important to you?" 


"That's not an answer, Newsted. That's a question. Two questions, in fact. Apparently you think this is some 
kind of trade-off even though | never said quid pro quo." 


"Answer me and maybe Ill tell you where they are." 


The intruder regards him silently for a moment. Then he lunges forward and shocks Jason on the inside of his 
thigh, still wet with urine and just a hair's length away from his balls. 


"Fuuuuuuuuuck! Jason screams. 

"| could ask you the same thing.” There's an undernote of frustration to his attacker's otherwise clinical tone. 
It's the first Jason's heard of it all evening, and he might dismiss it as a trick of his ringing ears if not for a 
matching glint in the man's eyes. "Why would you steal songs that you can never perform from a band you 
claim you want nothing more to do with? Was it for money? Were you planning to ransom them back? Or was 


it more of a ‘fuck you' to Hetfield for not letting you have what you asked for? Take something from him 


because he took something from you?" 

"Its neither of those." 

"What, then?" 

Jason squares his jaw defiantly despite the residual tremors. "You'd never understand even if | told you." 
"And why's that?" 

"Because you're a soulless, self-serving fuck. Just like someone else | know.’ 

Those glacial eyes narrow into an expression too vague and too shadowed by the ski mask for Jason to identify. 
On anyone else it might look like pain, but before he can remind himself otherwise, his balls are suddenly 
clamped in a leather vice-grip that tears another scream from his throat. Blue sparks crackle between the 
fangs of the stun gun in his attacker's other hand. 

"So much for quid pro quo." 


"No, no, wait! WAIT!" 


"Forget it, Newsted. You had your chance." 


"They're in the loft!" he gasps as the weapon descends on his cock. "Fuck, man.please don't." 
"Where in the loft?" 

"Behind the gold record, | swear.” 

"Which one?" 

"The only one!" 

Jason catches his breath with a whimper as the electrodes do dark 


"And here | thought you were starting to enjoy yourself," the man teases. "Figured you'd hold out at least a 
litle while longer." 


"Why the fuck would |--?" 


The gloved hand moves from Jason's balls to the shaft of his cock, half-hard and throbbing traitorously at 


the intruder's touch. 

"Remind me again who's the sick one here." 

‘It's the electricity!" 

"Yeah, we'll see about that." 

Jason's protest dies in his throat, replaced with a pained groan as he's flipped onto his front, his erection 
crushed between his body and the rough fibers of the carpet. Dread coils like a viper in his gut. Then it 


slithers into his groin and he realizes it isn't dread at all. It's excitement. Sick, shameful, but nonetheless 


unmistakable excitement. 


He hears the metallic snick! of a retractable blade. For a moment the panic returns as the gloved hand grips 
his wrist and the knife tip skims up the edge of Jason's palm. Oh fuck. The psycho is going to cut him after 


all. 


„but he doesn't. The blade slips coldly beneath the zip-tie binding Jason's wrists and, just like that, his hands 


are free. 


"Get up." 


To be continued. 


Nowhere safe from the storm 


Jason does as instructed. Not without struggle and not without help, but he manages to push himself from the 
floor onto trembling legs. He allows himself to be marched to the foot of the stairs leading up to the loft. 
Before he can admit that he doesn't think he can climb all the way up on his own, he's maneuvered around the 
outside of the stairwell and pressed face first against the wall. His captor raises each of Jason's arms above 
his head and secures them to the landing rail with the same sort of zip-ties he's seen protesters restrained 
with on the news. Jason knows he shouldn't be wondering where the man got his equipment. He knows the 
ordeal is far from over. He knows he has bigger things to worry about right now--like not letting his legs give 
out and subsequently pulling his arms out of their sockets--but he can't help it any more than he can help his 
persistent erection or the perverse disappointment he felt when all the man did after flipping him over was 


cut him loose. 


At least he manages to wait until the intruder has disappeared up the stairs before he rubs his aching cock 
shamefully against the wall 


He waits for the inevitable sounds of destruction in the room above him. The faint tinkle of breaking glass. The 
telltale thump of his gold record being tossed carelessly to the floor. Instead there's nothing. Just the heavy 
ominous tread of combat boots marching back through the loft to the head of the stairs. Jason doesn't look 
up as his attacker descends. He doesn't have to. He knows the man found the lyrics exactly where Jason told 
him they would be. 

The only question is, what now? 

"Why would you tear them in half like this?" 

Well, maybe not the only question 


He listens to the soft rustle of notebook paper behind his back as the intruder presumably reunites the pages 


of each song. 

"Is it so they wouldn't be as valuable on the collector's market?" the man continues. "Or so you could mail 
them back to Hetfield piece by piece? Taunt him the way a kidnapper would? Imagine the look on his face when 
he sees the damage you've done?" 

"No." 


"Enlighten me, then" 


"What do you care?" Jason asks. "Even if it lowers your finder's fee or whatever, what difference do the 


actual reasons make? Why would it matter to you?" 


"Simple curiosity | guess." 

Another bluff. 

Another painfully obvious bluff. 

"Come on, Newsted. Quid pro quo. | answer a question and you do the same." 

| know what quid pro quo means." 

"Then tell me." He holds the pages up to Jason's face. "Why tear these lyrics in half?" 
"Maybe | was just pissed off" 

Not a bluff. 


Not a question he was prepared to bluff on because he never expected the intruder would ask. Even though he 


should have. 
"Well now," the man chuckles. "Sounds like | touched a nerve." 
"Are you going to let me go now?" 


"Is that what you think | should do? Just let you go? After | came in here looking for a notebook and all | got 
for my effort was three ripped-up songs?" 


"I told you. The rest are in my safe deposit box." 


"That's not what | meant" The intruder folds the pages carefully and tucks them into his jacket. "And you know 
it" 


Panic creeps up Jason's throat and into his voice. 

"There's nothing else here!" 

"Yeah, there is." 

A strangled "fuck' escapes his lips as his balls are enveloped once more by strong, ruthless fingers. The 
smooth sensation of leather hardens Jason's cock in an instant. He groans shamefully as the hand leaves his 


balls and glides up the length of his shaft. Groans like a bitch. Like a hungry little slut. 


"Still want me to leave?" the intruder purrs into his ear. Jason jerks his head away only for the other hand to 


fist into his hair and shove his face against the wall. 


"Please..." 

"Please, what?" 

Jason swallows against the heart pounding its way into his throat. 
"You can't do this." 


"| can do whatever | want. Remember? I'm the one with the knife. I'm the one with the stun gun I'm the one in 


charge here, not you." 

"But you already got what you came for." 

"Wrong again" 

The hand untangles abruptly from Jason's hair. A second later, the other abandons his cock. The breath 
hitches in his throat as he hears the unmistakable pop of a bottle cap and the soft, moist squelching of lubed 
hands being rubbed together. 

"The hell are you d--" 

His words are choked off by a gasp as cold liquid suddenly dribbles down the crack of his ass. 


"That little inventory of weapons just now reminded me of one I'd completely forgotten about." 


"What?" Jason croaks, flinching unsuccessfully away from the still-gloved finger that invades his crack and 


smears the liquid around his hole. 

Jesus Christ, the stuff smells just like..gun oil. 

Fucking gun oil 

"This." 

He glances over his shoulder, expecting to see his attacker brandishing a pistol that will undoubtedly be 
pressed to Jasor's head as he positions himself for entry. (Unless the sick fuck intends to stick the barrel 
somewhere else.) Instead he watches with rapt panic as the man flicks his wrist and the thin black object in 
his hand immediately triples in length. 

"Telescoping baton," he explains. "Standard police issue. Highly effective against uncooperative subjects. | was 


actually going to use it to break your knuckles instead of getting blood everywhere, but it seems the threat of 


losing your fingertips was persuasion enough. That's fine. It's a versatile tool and you've given me plenty of 


reasons to use it. Plenty of ways, too.” 

Jason bites back a whimper, straining his wrists uselessly against the plastic ties as a gloved hand kneads the 
soft flesh of his buttocks. The sound escapes a moment later when the tip of the rod slips between his cheeks 
and cold steel glides along his crack He clenches his ass--as if that would stop anything--when the baton head 
grazes his sensitive hole and backs up to begin prodding. Its the size of a marble but not nearly as smooth, 


and Jason knows it could tear his insides to shreds if the attacker shoves it too deep. 


"Please." he can't believe the words about to come out of his mouth, although the alternative would be 


unbearable, "just fuck me with your cock!" 
This time the intruder laughs out loud. 


"Is that what you think I'm about to do with this thing? Stick it up your ass? Get shit all over my nice clean 


baton?" He gives Jason's flank an affectionate pat. "No way, man. l'm just getting it warmed up." 

"For what?" 

"For THIS." 

The baton withdraws abruptly. There's a sharp whistle as it slices through the air and a wet thwap! as the 
rod connects with Jason's buttocks. The pain hits him a moment later. Stinging, searing, as if lighter fluid were 
squirted in a thin line across his ass and set aflame. He doesn't hear himself scream--merely the echo as it 
fades into the darkness between his ears. 

"How many songs are in that notebook?" 

"W-what?" Jason stammers. 

"How. Many. Songs--" 

"Fuck, dude, | don't know! Why the hell are you asking?" 

I'm trying to figure out how many times to flog you." 

"Too many!" 

| thought you didn't know." 


"| don't, but Jesus Christ! I'll fucking bleed to death!" 


"Then maybe you should have kept those pages in the notebook and the notebook in the safe so | wouldn't be 
leaving here empty-handed. It's called hindsight, Newsted. You're about to learn it the hard way." 


Thwap! 


This time Jason clenches his jaw instead of his buttocks. It dulls the pain slightly, but not enough to keep the 


strangled moan from his throat or the tears from his eyes. 
"Hl tell you what. 

Thwap! 

" how about we make it an even dozen?" 

"No! | can't" 

THWAPI 


Jason throws back his head and screams until his lungs burn. That one was fucking agonizing. That one 


probably drew blood for real. 

"You didn't let me finish," his attacker chides. "| was going to say, an even dozen and I'll go easy on you. | don't 
want you passing out on me. | don't want to have to revive you because then I'd lose count and have to start 
all over. So how about it? A dozen easy strokes like this--" 

Thwap! 

The tears run down Jason's face and drip from his chin. 

"--see, that was five. Almost halfway there already. There's just one condition" 

"What?" Jason whispers. 

"You have to yell ‘MORE! after every stroke. Think you can do that?" 

Jason bites his bottom lip to keep the fuck you from escaping his mouth. 

"Newsted?" 

"Yes," he manages to grunt. 


The intruder chuckles again. 


"You'll have to do better than that. | could barely hear you." 


"Yes." 

"Louder." 

"Yes!" 

"That's not the word I'm looking for.” 

"Morel" 

Thwap! 

He feels his cheeks quiver like a loose drum skin, pain spreading in waves over the rest of his body. 
"Morel" 

Thwap! 

He grips the railing in each fist until his knuckles turn white. 
"Morel" 

Thwap! 


Something warm runs down the inside of his thigh. Jason can't tell if its gun oil or blood or some combination 


thereof. 
"Morel" 
Thwap! 


His pelvis bounces off the wall from the recoil and he grunts in pain from the secondary blow to his cock. He 
looks down, surprised to see its even harder now. And leaking. That must be what he felt on his leg. 


A fist seizes his jaw and yanks his head back. 
"What do you say, Newsted?" 
"Morel" 


"That's what | like to hear." 


Thwap! 


The hand releases his throat. He hears the telltale clink of a belt buckle, the faint buzz of a zipper being pulled 
down, and a slippery, fleshy sound that can only be one thing. 


"Morel" he begs. 

Thwap! 

The slippery noise grows louder. Faster. Rhythmic. Jason feels another drop of liquid escape his cock 

TOR 

"Fuck yeah," his attacker grunts. 

Thwap! 

"MORE!" 

Thwapl 

"That was thirteen, Newsted. | warned you about making me lose count" 

"What are you gonna do?" Jason sneers. "Hurt me some more?" 

"If you think that's what you deserve.” 

He braces himself for the whistle and the thwap and the sting of the blow. When it doesn't come, Jason opens 
his mouth to say "more!"--only to be shoved against the wall so hard it knocks the air from his lungs. His 
arkles are kicked apart by heavy black boots. A gloved fist forces its way between his buttocks, the knuckles 


of the forefinger spreading his cheeks and nudging at his puckered hole. 


There's nobody coming to save him now. No knock at the door to interrupt them. No visitor's voice to send his 


attacker fleeing into the night. Jason knows he's completely alone and helpless. 

He made damn sure of it this time. 

The intruder breaches him in a swift, brutal stroke. Jason screams out a name he's spent all evening fighting 
back from his lips. He swore he wouldn't utter it at all, no matter how much his assailant tortured or 
manipulated him, but that first thrust hit his prostate and he realizes too late that the two are inextricably 


linked. Pleasure and pain. Pleasure and-- 


"James!" 


Once more his head is yanked back, this time by a fist in his hair. Jason feels the woolen rasp of the ski mask 
pressed to his ear. Feels the hot breath hiss straight through the fibers and the deep, tingling words race like 


an electrical current to his brain 


"I should have known, Newsted. That's why you stole those lyrics. That's why you struggled so hard not to 


give them up." 

"You don't know anything," Jason grunts. 

"Like hell | don't. You're in fucking love with him." 

"No, m=" 

The steel baton is pressed to Jason's throat, choking off whatever false protest he was about to make. 

"Is that whose cock you're pretending this is?" He thrusts hard with each alternating word. Thrusts and 
recoils, panting in animalistic rhythm like a rutting wolf. "Is that why you got hard the second | grabbed your 


balls? Why you begged me to fuck you as soon as | took out the baton? Because you've been thinking of 
Hetfield this whole time?" 


Jason clenches his eyes so hard that sparks erupt behind them. The same color as the sparks from the stun 
gun. The same color as that bastard's eyes. Fuck! It's impossible to recall any of the torture he's suffered 
tonight and not imagine James inflicting it. 


Its impossible for Jason not to groan in ecstasy at the very thought. 
"Is that a yes?" his assailant mocks. 


"James." he whimpers as the leather-sheathed fist leaves his hair and wraps at last around his cock. That 
whimper rises to a yelp as sharp teeth nip his earlobe through the wool, followed by a chuckle that makes his 
whole body shudder. 


"IIl take that as a yes." 


The pressure of the baton traps all but the most desperate moans in the depths of Jason's throat. Satisfied 
with the outcome of his interrogation, the intruder likewise abandons language for primitive grunts as he 
continues pounding Jason into the wall. The air between them reeks of gun oil and sweat. The stairwell echoes 
with the relentless wet slapping of flesh on flesh. Jason feels the pleasure rage and pool within him like a river 
hitting a dam. The furious stroking of the intruder's fist already has his cock on the verge of eruption, and he 
knows that just one more thrust to his prostate will bring it all crashing down. 


"Oh fuck.more, more..” 


"Say it again," the stranger insists. 
"Morel" 
"No. His name. | want to hear you say his name." 


Jason gazes into the darkness above him, gathers his voice, and screams at last against the cold steel. 
"JAMES!" 


This time the lightning explodes from within. It rips through Jason's body--shooting from his cock, convulsing 
his limbs, rattling him to the bone. Tiny sparks flash before his eyes. Blue, of course. An entire shower at 
first, then just a glimmer here and there as his vision blackens from the edges in like a film reel catching fire. 
Consciousness slips from him in liquid form as soon as the intruder pulls out. Jason knows its only the man's 
semen, and perhaps a bit of his own blood, but it feels more like life itself. That's always how it feels when his 
visitor makes him suffer for his pleasure. That's always how he feels when he's threatened with everything 


short of death. 

Alive. 

This is what it feels like to be truly alive. 

He's only vaguely aware of the knife flicking open and the bonds being cut from his wrists. Blood rushes back 
into Jason's hands as they fall limp at his sides, warm and tingling as though electricity were running through 
his veins. He imagines sparks leaping from his fingertips like the prongs on the stun gun In reality, though, he's 
too weak even to lift them. He's too weak to do anything but slump backward into his assailant's arms. 

The man eases Jason to the floor. He leans him gently against the wall. Pulls off his gloves and lifts Jason's 
wrist to check his pulse. Checks it again on Jason's neck. His fingers are damp and softened by sweat, but not 
enough to mask the thick callouses at the very tips. Jason can't help but smile. Only one thing gives you 


callouses like that, and it's not a stun gun or a switch blade or a telescoping baton. He knows because he has a 


matching set of his own. 
"Still with me, Newsted?" 


His smile widens. This man is no thug--although he plays one more convincingly (and more versatilely) than 


Jason ever expected. 
And for that, he's more than earned tonight's reward. 
"Of course," Jason murmurs. "Long as you don't start getting soft on me." 


The intruder peels off his ski mask, revealing a tired but nonetheless dazzling toothy grin. 


"Not a chance in hell," James assures him. 


To be continued. 


| can't bear fo see what Ive let me be 


‘So where'd you get all that stuff?" Jason asks dreamily. 

James’ eyelids flutter open from the brink of sleep. He waits a few seconds for the outline of Jason's body to 
come into focus beside him, ignoring the voice in the back of his mind that says its time fo give in and start 
wearing glasses, and gently traces a shoulder blade with the tips of his fingers 

"What stuff?" he yawns 

"The stuff you brought tonight. The clothes, the stun gun, the baton.all of it" 

‘Oh yeah Police surplus store." 

Jason chuckles. "Seriously?" 

"Yeah, they got all kinds of shit there. Gave me some ideas for next time, in fact Not that I should be telling you." 
"I thought they only sold to security guards and people like that." 

"They do. But youd be amazed what a couple of autographs can buy." 

His lover chuckles again. "Hopefully that includes discretion" 

‘Don't worry--l told him it was for a video. Now | just have to make good on that promise." 

‘So you're keeping it, then?" 


"Sure." James inches forward and plants a kiss in the crook of Jason's neck. "That knife could come in handy while 


lm hunting, and those boots are rugged as hell Never slip on a wet stage again" 
"What about the stun gun?" 


"Couldnt hurt to have something to defend myself if | ever need to. In case some psycho in a monster mask ever 


decides to crawl through MY window, lil be ready." 
"The only one of those you have to worry about is Kirk." 
"Who do you think | borrowed the Wolf Man getup from?" 


"I figured," Jason says. "The paws were a dead giveaway. They barely fit over your hands." He reaches back to 
twine their fingers together. "So, did they teach you how to use it?" 


"What? The stun gun?" 
Jason nods 


"Yeah, sort of Just the basics Satety and all that shit. Obviously | couldn't tell the dude what I actually planned fo 
do with it." 


‘How'd you figure that part out?" 

"Um..." James hesitates, his gaze trailing to the livid mark in the small of Jason's back He pulls the bassist closer 
Just so he won't have to look at it. "The internet, mostly. Had to infer what would and wouldnt be life-threatening 
They dont exactly have much information out there for recreational use." 

‘ls that what this was?" 

He sighs. So much for putting the heavy shit aside for the evening '! don't know, Jase. You fell me." 

'h your case, | might have said therapeutic. But | guess that still qualifies." 

‘Speak for yourself." 

İt comes out harsher and more bitter than James intended. Thankfully all it elicits is an appreciative chuckle. The 
last thing he wants right now is fo hurt Jason in ways other than what was expected of him. Or rather, required of 
him. 

1 was speaking for both of us. You know that." 

‘Some fucking weird-ass form of therapy, if you ask me." 

Jason rolls onto his back, a crooked but placid smile on his swollen lps 

‘Maybe, but it's a lot more fun than the traditional knd. Admit it." 

if he's referring fo the part where James carried him upstairs fo the loft, stripped off the tactical gear, spread 
him out on the bed with his legs on James’ shoulders, and proceeded to fuck hm slowly and gently as they gazed 
into each other's eyes, then yeah--it was more fun Its what James had been dreaming about the entire time he 
prepared for everything that preceded it. Its the only reason James agreed to do it and the only way he was able 
to psych himself up to brutalize the man he loves 


Well, maybe not the only reason But it's the only reason James is willing to admit to himself. 


"Yeah. | suppose this beats sitting on a shrinks couch whining about feelings and shit." 


‘Anything beats that. Getting home-invaded for real probably beats that." 

"l seriously fucking doubt if, but okay." 

Jason rolls his eyes. "Lighten up, man | was only kidding." 

"l don’t remember you ever having such a sick sense of humor." 

‘Like | said There are a lot of things about me you never took the time to notice or find out." 

Fuck. That didn't sound like a joke. That sounded more like a low blow, and James can't help but feel the sting. He 
steels himself against the anger coiling in his gut. He swallows back the pointed retort rising in his throat. It sticks 
there like an oversized pill, halfway down, melting slowly and leaving a bitter taste in his mouth 

‘Obviously we're making up for it now." 

‘Oh yeah" Jason riffs his fingertips over the scorched pink flesh of his npple. Its a gesture that makes James 
nauseated and aroused in equal measure. He wants to fuse his lps to those nipples and suck as hard as he can, 
burns be damned. He suspects that's exactly what Jason wants him to do or he wouldn't be tempting him like that. 
He wants to savor the pain. Draw it out as long as possible. Keep the memory of his torture alive. "That we are." 
James snatches the hand away and puts it on his own flame-scarred flesh instead 

‘Can | ask you something, Jase?" 

"That depends." 

"On what" 

‘Quid pro quo. Whether you're willing fo answer something for me." 


"Thought | already did" 


‘Not about the equipment or the police store or any of that stuff A real question Like the one youre about fo 


ask, Im sure." 
"Yeah, okay." 
"Deal?" 


He sighs. Why does every fucking thing with Jason have to be a negotiation now? 


‘fine. Its a deal." 

Jason leans back expectantly, regarding him with one unblemished eye and one thats lividly bruised and half swollen 
shut. The sight literally makes James’ heart ache. He wishes to hell hed pulled his punches better--but then Jason 
would inevitably have provoked him further until he lost his temper and did even more damage. Thats exactly how 
his plan worked The home invasion was fake. The anger and the manpulation were real James was merely the 
soundboard and Jason the engineer, pushing buttons and turning dials as needed until he got the output he was 
looking for. 


And so it will be again, the next time James honors their agreement and pays his former bassist an ‘unexpected! 
visit: 


‘Did you mean what you said?" he finally asks 

"About what?" 

"Why you fore the songs in half. Was it really because you were pissed off?" 

Jason glances away for a moment. "Maybe." 

"Does maybe' mean yes?" 

"Yeah, James. | was pissed off." 

"At the lyrics or at me?" 

"s there a difference?" 

"I guess not." James resists the compulsion to reach back and grab the torn pages from the bedside fable. There's 
no sense in trying to improvise an alternate explanation for the lyrics because Jason would see right through every 
attempt. There's no sense trying to defend the real one either. He does it anyway. He put himself on the spot and 
now he can't think of anything else to say. "But they're just words, Jase. Just random words that popped into my 
head" 

"Right." Jason nods. "Random words. Faithless.coward.iar.." 

‘Maybe | was talking about myself." 

“ought to just shoot you dead." 


‘ft was supposed to be a wild west song." 


"Ld aim for your heart, but Im afraid Id strike stone instead." 


n" 


"Fuck" James turns away and rubs his eyes. "Those lines could have been about anybody. 
"But theyre not, are they?" 

He's not sure if it's an actual question, so he says nothing 

‘Are they?" Jason prompts. 

"You shouldnt take it so personally." 

‘Really? When you were clearly thinking about me when you wrote them?" 

"l was drunk, okay?" It's the first honest sentence to come out of James’ mouth since he agreed to answer the 
question. "Yeah, | was thinking about you. | havent thought about anything else since you fucking left. But | was also 
tucking loaded | was loaded when | wrote most of the songs in that notebook Im surprised that | managed to 
rhyme. Hell, Im surprised you could even read the words." 

"l know your handwriting better than my own Drunk or sober." 

He clenches his eyes until the tears retreat back in He doesnt know if its the patience in Jasons voice or the 
sincerity, but it's as guilt-wrenching as any of the welts and burns. James is sorry he asked. Sorrier still for what 
he had to answer for. 

‘Nobody was going to hear those songs," he assures Jason. "Nobody was even meant fo see them. F anything in 
that notebook ever makes it onto an album, itll be affer | rewrite the hell out of it and show it fo you--/ mean, 
fo the rest of the band You know how it works." 

"Yeah, | know how making an album works. We recorded a half dozen of them together." 


James stares up at the skylight, not yet wanting fo risk Jason seeing the pain in his eyes. 


‘All lm saying here is cut me some slack. You know why | wrote what I wrote, you know I was fucked up when I 
wrote if, and youve already made me pay the ransom. Why cant you just leave it be?" 


‘James, youre the one who brought it up." 


‘And you're the one who chose these particular songs for me to find You could have used any page from that 
notebook, but you specifically planted the ones that were about you." 


"So you admit it?" 


He ignores the bait. "Don't try to say it was just a coincidence." 


"Youre right. It was deliberate." 

"Why? So you could keep rubbing salt in the wounds?" 
Jason sighs. "So we could put it behind us." 

"Jase--" 


"They were hidden in the zpper pocket of my bass case the night you broke in with the wolf mask. | was gonna fell 
you where to find them, right after | sucked your cock. But then Dylan showed up and you took off and we had 
fo scrap everything until next time." 


He was about to say that there's an easier way they could put the pain behind them. Jason could rejoin the band. 
Well, maybe not easier, but a lot less convoluted and perverse than blackmailing James into this fucked-up sex 
game of theirs. But he knows what Jason would say. Even if he apologized for the hazing and the control and the 
possessiveness. Even if he promised that Jason could have Metallica and Echobrain both He knows the answer 
would be no. He knows that if Jason were amenable to those terms, he would have been the one to demand them 
in the first place. James knows there's no going back now. Its all about penance at this point. If he wants to hold on 
fo Jason at all, he has to pay it in whatever currency Jason will accept. 


"They were gonna be the first ones you gave back?" 


"l won't lie," Jason says. '! almost did burn them. But then | would've had to explain myself once you earned all the 
others back, and | didn’t want to wait that long. | didn't want to live with it that long." 


James glances at last toward the tattered songs on the bedside table. He cant think of a more fitting metaphor 
for his thoughts right now than a page torn in two: half of himself aching with guilt over the obvious pain his words 
inflicted on Jason and half of himself resenting the absurdity of Jason getting butthurt over some stupid drunken 
lyrics when he was the one who quit the fucking band and dropped a bomb not just on James’ hfe but on Lars‘ and 
Kirk's as well. Talk about disproportionate. Talk about hypocritical. Except that it wasnt the lyrics that drove Jason 
from Metallica in the first place. t was James himself. Thats why he knows better than to question Jason's 


reaction, just lke he knows better than to argue the terms of their arrangement. 


"Then how come you mailed me a different song after that night? Why not just send these and hide some other 


one in the safe downstairs?" 
Jason laughs. "Because that other song just plain sucked." 
‘tt did not!" James protests. 


"Come on, man You wrote better lyrics when you were twelve. | had to give you something for your effort but | 
sure as hell wasn't going fo give you a decent song for an unfinished job." 


‘Ah. So, in other words, you admit these are good songs even though they hurt your feelings." 


"I said decent, not good But yeah Youre fucking right they're good songs. | waited until tonight because they 


deserved a performance worthy of their value." 

Just like that, James is grinning again in spite of himself 

"You think | could actually make something of them?" 

‘ can't promise | won't change the station if | hear them on the radio someday." 

"That's all the vote of confidence | need" 

He cups Jason's jaw in his hands, his pulse speeding into exhilaration as Jason dps back his head and lifts his mouth 
fo meet James’ lps. Nobody fucking kisses like Jason. Nobody twines their tongue so perfectly around his or opens 
their throat so deeply and readily or moans in that soul-melting way like Jason. If James didnt have a deal to 
uphold, he would leave his mouth right where it is and simply slide the rest of his body between the bassist's 


gorgeous legs. Instead he sucks the entire length of Jason's bottom lp between his and releases it with painful 


slowness. 


"Your turn." 


To be continued. 


Bring this poor dog in from the rain 

"What..?" 

James chuckles at the dazed murmur. "To ask me a question Quid pro quo, remember?" 

‘Oh yeah" Jason blinks a few times and stares contentedly off into space. James wonders if he's forgotten what he 
wanted to ask, but just as he gets his hopes up, that curious glimmer returns to Jason's eyes. "What would you 
have done if | leaked those songs to the media instead of keeping them a secret." 


"You already asked me that. And I already answered." 


‘No, | asked the hired thug who was electrocuting me what he would do. He was the one who answered Now Im 


asking you." 

‘Like | said, | already answered" 

"Youd kill me and bury my corpse in the desert where no one would ever find it?" 
"Wrong answer, smartass. Try the other one." 

"Youd sue me?" 


Fuck. Of course he would ask a question lke this. Leave it to Jason to destroy a moment just as quickly and surely 
as he salvaged it 


"Maybe," James mutters. 

"Does maybe' mean yes?" 

And now he's repeating James’ own retorts right back at him. Manpulative little fucker. 

No." 

The answer comes out before James even feels the word forming on his tongue, let alone in his mind. 

‘No, as in you wouldn't fake me fo court?" 

James drags himself up from the pillow that he suddenly seems to be sinking into. He blinks against the damp, 
pricking blurriness in his eyes that he cant blame on simple nearsightedness. Or maybe he can Just not the literal 


Kind. He swallows back the lump bottling the words in his throat. He knows he has to let them come, whether he's 


ready fo listen to them or not. Jason gave him an honest answer and he deserves to hear one in return 


"'l dont want to hurt you, Jase. | never wanted to hurt you. And thats all that would happen if | took you to 


court." 


This time he doesn’t bother hiding the tears. He wipes them clumsily with his knuckle, and when that fails, he dabs 
his eyes with the edge of the sheet. Stoicism be fucked He just wants fo see Jason clearly. Thats all James has 


wanted for longer than he can even remember. 
‘lm the one who stole your songs. | would have no case. If you took me to court, you would win hands down." 


‘ know," James says. "There would be monetary damages and legal fees and even more bad press on top of what 
they've already said about you quitting the band On top of what wewe already said. | mean, | cant speak for Lars, 
but | know that some of the shit | said was out of line, and unfortunately its the kind of shit that sticks in people's 
minds and can't be cleaned up even if | tried to take it back What's done is done. | refuse to make it worse. Im 
fired of hurting and Im tired of hurting you. Believe me--the last fucking thing | want is fo do it any more!" 


He turns away, leaving his mouth to gape open so the strained breaths can flow in and out instead of contracting 
into sobs He fucking hates moments like these. Like the air is breathing him. Like the pain is feeling him. Like 
everything is helpless and backward and he can't figure out how to turn it around except just to let it all pass and 
hopefully night itself again 


‘Even if | deserved it?" Jason asks softly, 
"You don't deserve it" 
‘Even if | brought it on myself?" 


"You didnt bring it all on yourself." James reaches back to clutch the headboard It feels good to have something 
solid to hold onto, something to anchor his body while his thoughts fly loose in the storm. "Some of it was me. I 


know that. | fucked up, Jase. | was afraid of losing the band and | was afraid of losing you, and so | hung on too 
fight until L.fuck. Fuck." 


"James--" 


He almost pulls his hand from Jason's grasp. Almost curls it into a fist. Almost sends it crashing through the lamp 
on the bedside table. Then he glances around the room at the causalities of his ransacking spree and realizes there's 
been enough breaking of objects for one night, sanctioned or not. He looks back at Jasons split lp and black eye and 
realizes there's been enough punching already--no matter how much Jason may have demanded and enjoyed it 


The violence ended when he took off the ski mask. That was the promise, and he intends to keep it 


"What Im trying to say is, I cant stop you from hurting yourself. It would look really bad for you to release those 
songs to the press. Everybody would know youre a thief. Everybody would want fo know why, and no matter 
what you said, they would make up their own opinions and most of those opinions would be absolute shit. The 


reason Ive been pretending like nothing happened is because | dont want fo see that happen to you. | dont want to 
watch you commit professional suicide. But | can’t stop you if thats what you decide to do. All| can do is refuse 
fo make it any worse than it already is. | owe you that much, at least." 

‘So..what, then? You would pretend the songs werent even yours?" 

"No. But | would let it go. Act lke | dont care that you took them. Maybe even say that | gave them to you." 


Jason gives him an incredulous look. "None of thats true!" 


‘Of course its not true, dumbass. Its called lying to the media It's something you have to get good at in this 
business if you want fo keep the damage under control" 


‘Like claiming | left the band because | hurt my neck." 
"Yeah." James suppresses a snort. ‘Like that." 
‘Except that no one bought it." 


‘Because it was obviously bullshit. Thats the thing about a lie--it has to be convincing. It also helps to have the 
public on your side fo begin with." 


"Which I dont in other words" 

"No offense.” 

Jason shrugs as if to say none taken, but his downcast eyes betray hm 
"Did you ever seriously think about it?" James asks 

"About what?" 

‘Giving the songs to the media" 

"Are we still dong quid pro quo?" 


"Thats." Up to you, Jase. | was hoping we could just talk lke normal people now. But whatever it takes to get an 
honest answer, Hl do it. "Yeah. | guess." 


"No." 


"Not at all?" 


Jason shakes his head 

"Not even when you first took them?" 
"Never." 

"Why not?" 


‘Same reasons you mentioned. Im not an idiot, James. People might think | am for quitting Metallica, but Im not 
about to prove them right." 


"s that the only reason?" 

‘OF course not" 

He waits for Jason to elaborate. Waits for hm to say that he didn’t want to hurt James either. That as angry as 
he'd been at James for denying him the opportunity to collaborate with Echobrain and still remain part of 
Metallica, it would have been disproportionate retribution fo leak James’ handwritten lyrics fo the media. That he's 
above such cruelty--especially foward someone he loves. 

"What, then?" James asks when the impatience becomes too much He knows what the answer will be. That much 
has been obvious since the start of their arrangement. He just wants to believe there's more to it, and the longer 
Jason holds out, the more painful the doubts become. "You decided to put the songs to better use?" 

Obviously." 

‘And how did you know fd agree to your little game?" 

"I didn't," Jason admits. "At least, not at first. | expected my phone fo ring as soon as | sent the ransom note. | was 
waiting for a screaming message and a ‘go fuck yourself email. | was even prepared for you to sic Bob or someone 
from Q Prime on me, and I would have to tell them it was all a joke." 


"Would you have given up?" 


"Hell no. The fact that none of them even knew the notebook existed was all the assurance | needed You wanted 
those songs kept secret and you would do whatever it took" 


The words clench and twist like a fist, even though James didnt think he had any shame left fo wring from his 
heart. 


"How did you know that?" 


"Because | know you, James I know you better than you want to admit." 


He shakes his head Not in denial--though he tries his hardest to make it look that way--but in defeat. Jason is 
dead on, of course. Right down to what James was tempted to do when he woke up hung-over and minus the 
notebook that usually resided in his bedside drawer beneath the stack of titty magazines. F you want your songs 
back,’ said the email from an unfamiliar but nonetheless obvious sender, ‘come alone. But not as yourself. Send a 
deranged fan in your place. Or a hired thug Or anybody else willing fo torture and humiliate the thief into returning 
your property. Do that and youll receive one page at a time. More than one if the visitor is especially persuasive. 
Refuse, and these lyrics will never be yours again 


The first words out of James’ mouth were not go fuck yourself, but they were pretty damn close. By the time he 
got the initial rage out of his system, his bedroom looked even worse than what the Big Bad Wolf did to Jason's 
former residence. Hs knuckles were bleeding from the half dozen holes he punched through the drywall. He was 
about to hurl his laptop down the stairs when he realized he'd need it to respond to the thiefs demands. He waited 


until hed had a cold shower and some hair of the dog before he composed a reply. 
Name a time and a place and be ready to fucking bleed’ 


The response came a few minutes later. Jason gave him less than a week fo prepare. It wasnt enough time to 
acquire an elaborate getup lke the one he wore tonight, but it allowed James fo calm down and realize what Jason 
really wanted and why he chose such a bizarre and complicated means of getting it. By the time James pulled on 
the wolf mask, he was not only ready to go--he was also excited Eager to inflict some pain. Eager to listen to 
Jason scream and beg Eager to reclaim the ass he'd been craving like mad since Jason left: He knew as he scaled 
the bassists fence that night that he was reacting exactly as Jason anticipated Not just complying with the 
instructions, but enjoying the fuck out of his new disquise and the perverse freedom it afforded him. That he was 
so easily manpulated should have angered James more than it did Instead it felt good It felt good to let go of 
himself. It felt good to disappear inside the monster, to be given control again even if he was merely a puppet. 


İt wasn't until he pulled the mask off after having to abort the mission that James remembered who he really was. 
And what he was about to do. And why he agreed fo do it. That's when the disgust and the guilt and the 
resentment finally hit. He was literally sick fo his stomach by the time he got home. He almost called Jason and 
fold him just to keep the songs. It would suck like hell to lose all that work--to a conniving, blackmailing asshole, no 
less--but he would rather do that than torture and rape the man he loved, even if thats literally what Jason 
demanded. 


Problem was, he knew Jason wouldnt back down. He also knew that this was the only way Jason would agree to 
see him. It was the only way he could be alone with him again It was the only way he could hold him and make 
love to him again. Hell, it was probably the only way he could talk to him again 


So he waited When the first song arrived in the mail a week later, it included a note that said Jason was moving 
and wouldn't be settled in for another month. So then James waited some more. It gave him time to come up with 
new ideas. Ideas that excited him. ideas that gave him an excuse to get out of the house and out of his own head 
as he planned their next encounter. By the time the postcard arrived with Jason's new address, James was ready 


again. More than ready. He counted the days until he could finally ambush that thieving fucker outside his house 


and put a stun gun to his throat and pick up right where they left off. He had all kinds of surprises in store. 
Surprises he hoped would terrify and impress Jason in equal measure, that would not only earn him another stolen 


page but another night in Jasons arms if he was deemed worthy. 


James picks up the pages from the bedside table. Not so he can read the lyrics, which at this point he's tempted 
fo burn himself, but so he can count the sheets once more and feel their weight and thickness between his fingers. 


Three songs. Obviously he played his part well tonight. The sadistic security contractor hired to retrieve Metallica's 
stolen property by any means necessary. He already has the next role planned out, and he'll play it just as 
convincingly and with even more depravity. He wonders for a moment which will run out first: the ideas or the 
anger needed to fuel them. Then he reminds hmself never to underestimate Jason's ability fo wind him up. The 
only real question is how long his willpower will last. How long can he keep forcing himself to hurt Jason? 

How long before the guilt takes more of a toll than it already has? 

‘Did | answer your question?" 

dames shakes his head again 

‘ls that a no?" 

No. Meaning yes--Jason did answer the question. It just wasnt the answer that James hoped for. He wanted Jason 
fo say that he kept the songs a secret because they were James’ songs. Because they're a part of James. Because 
he still wants James fo be a part of him. Thats what he kept waiting to hear and why he kept prompting Jason 
after the initial question 

So ask him straight up, says the voice inside his head 

No. 

Why not? 

Because its lke the saying goes. Silence speaks volumes 

"Yeah, you answered if." 

"You sure?" 

James puts the pages down and nods. "Your turn" 


"l can't really think of anything right now." 


‘Come on, Newsted" James prods him playfully between the ribs. '! know you better than you think too. You've 


always been full of questions and you've never been shy about asking them. Between you and Lars, there was 


never a quiet moment. Its lke you two were competing to see whose mouth | would duck tape first." 
Oh, is that the plan for next time?" 

‘Not telling." 

‘Okay, fine. But now | do have a question" 

"Sorry," James teases. "You used it up already. My turn again." 

"James." 

"Nope." 

‘Quid pro quo." 

James lets out an exaggerated sigh. “All right. h the interest of fairness and all that shit, go ahead" 
‘Are you here for the songs or for me?" 

"What do you mean?" 

Jason takes a deep breath, but James speaks up again before he has a chance fo reply. 


‘Of course Im here for the songs. Theyre my property. They're valuable to me and | want them back. Its the 


other part Im not sure about." 

"Youre not sure if youre here for me?" 

‘Depends on the meaning Here for you,' how?" 

He recognizes the hesitant, faraway look in Jason's eyes h a way its Ike looking in a mirror. James could feel that 
same expression on his own face a few minutes ago when he asked a question he was afraid to hear the answer 
fo. He knows that Jason's stomach must be sinking right now too. h a way he feels bad, and in another he feels 
vindicated. He waits for Jason fo say "never mind" 

‘Are you here to get back at me, or are you here..for me?" 


Shit 


Never mind was apparently foo much to wish for. 


‘Get back at you for what? Stealing my songs?" 

"That, and everything else." 

James almost opens his mouth fo say both He doesnt even have to think about it, because its the truth Its the 
easiest question Jason has given him yet. The answer sits on the edge of his tongue like a bubble. All he has to do is 
part his lps and let it float free and be known. One simple word fo put Jasons mind at ease. James doesn't have 
any more of his own. They could put their game of questions fo rest and spend the rest of the night doing what 
James longed for the entire time he was wearing that mask. Making love. Sleeping in the warmth of each other's 
bodies. Just being together again Thats all he wants. But he can stil feel the unanswered questions hanging in the 
air between them. They would be there whether or not he responded honestly to this one--or even responded at 
all How is that fair? Why should he give Jason the satisfaction that he was denied? Hasn't he given in and sacrificed 
enough already? 


He presses his tongue to the roof of his mouth The bubble pops The word he was about to say dissolves back into 


silence. 

"Pass." 

Jason crinkles his brow. "What?" 

"I said pass. Im forfeiting my turn" 

"But.why?" 

"Nothing in the rules says | have to answer." 

‘Forget the rules," Jason insists. "Never mind the quid pro quo thing | just want to talk." 
‘Nothing says | have to answer either way." 

He throws the blanket aside and pads off toward the bathroom. Behind him, he hears an anxious rustling of sheets. 
"Where are you going?" 

"Gotta take a leak." 


"James--" 


To be continued. 


Though he just wants right back out again 
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The bathroom door cuts off the muttered curse that follows his name. He thinks about flicking the lock for good 
measure, but James is pretty sure the sharp click of the latch was enough fo dissuade Jason from following him 
into the toilet He positions himself over the bowl in the same authoritative stance he assumed downstairs when he 
pulled out the baton As he grasps his dick, he remembers the strangled sound Jason made as he pushed it in. The 
pungent odor of gun oil watts up to his nostrils once more. Only now, instead of arousing him, it makes James 
vaguely nauseous. He imagines the same eyes that were clenched in pained ecstasy while Jason was tied to the 
stairwell fixed instead on the bathroom door, wide with confusion and sadness. What brief satisfaction James felt as 
he abandoned the bed seems to have evaporated in the silence that followed and allowed guilt to creep in and 
settle over his body instead, pressing down on his shoulders like a pair of heavy hands. There's a sudden cold weight 
in his gut as if he swallowed a stone. He tries to force himself fo piss but manages only a few pitiful drops 


That's when the door finally opens. 

"James?" 

Ordinarily he would roar out a series of profanities if someone walked in on him--even throw whatever object 
happened to be within reach and hope it connected with the intruders head Only this time, there's a strange 
welcomeness to the interruption. A perverse sense of relief. Even if Jason intends to tear him a new ore, at least 
it proves he cares enough fo stand his ground It proves he hasn't abandoned James again even if James just did 
likewise to him. 


"Whats going on?" he asks gently. 


James tumbles with the Toilet handle. He winces at the unexpected thunder of the flush, banging his shin against the 


cold porcelain as he staggers back. The room is all a blur. He holds his breath, trying to keep the sobs at bay, and 


succeeds only in making himself dizzy. 


‘Come on, man Talk to me." Jason refuses to let James push past him, easing him instead against the edge of the 
sink. "Was it something | said?" 


James shakes his head. 

‘Jase, |." 

Its not even what he didnt say. 
Not any more. 


"What is it?" Calloused fingers reach up to grasp his face. James swats them away--not because he doesn’t want 


Jason to touch him, but because he doesnt think he deserves it "What's wrong? What dd | do?" 
"Nothing" James mutters 

"Then why are you-~" 

| dont know if | can keep doing this." 

"Doing what?" 

THS) 


He seizes Jason by the jaw and twists his battered cheek foward the mirror, forcing him fo examine the wounds in 


the harsh incandescent light 
‘But I thought you liked it," Jason rasps 'I thought we both dil" 
"I do. mean, its just that.J dont-—" 

"What are you trying to say?" 


Hs eyes are even redder than the cut on Jasons lp. He shakes his head and turns away, unable to stomach his 


own reflection. 
"James?" 


"That | fucking love you!" 


It rings in the air like a siren blast, throbbing in James’ ears and echoing off the Tiled walls. He lets go of Jason's 
face to cover his own with a clammy palm. Hs heart wont stop thudding. The tears wont stop coming. He knows 
he should shut up, especially when Jason opens his mouth, but by now he's completely lost control and there's no 
faking it back, 

"Thats why Im here, Jase. Okay? Its not for the fucking songs. It's not fo get back at you. Its because | love you 
and | miss you, but you won't let me fucking DO anything about it. Not unless | put on a mask and beat the shit 
out of you and rape you lke Im some kind of monster." 

'James--" 

"Shut up!" he spits. "Shut the fuck up and let me talk!" 


Jason rubs his eyes and nods silently. 


"Yeah, | ike it. I turns me on and it sure as fuck gets me off. But you know what? I fucking hate myself as soon 
as its over. | see those burns and those lashes and | just want to beat my own head against the wall for hurting 


you. n" 


‘James, | want you to." 
"What part of shut the fuck up don’t you understand?" 


"You already hurt me," Jason presses on. "You hurt me for years. Now Im giving you a chance to make up for it. | 


wouldn't do that if | didnt love you too." 

‘By turning me into a rapist? Into a psycho?" 

‘Did you hear what | said?" 

"That's a fucked-up thing to do to someone you love." 


Jason wipes his eyes. "Yeah? Well so is refusing fo let me express myself and have a hife outside the band At least 
this way youre only pretending to keep me prisoner instead of doing it for real." 


‘Look, Jase, | get it. | wouldn't be here if | didn’t get it. I know why you're punishing me, and I know | deserve it. | just 
dont know how much longer | can hold out. This isn't how | want to be with you." 


‘No one's making you stay." 
"You are," James protests. "Otherwise ld never see you again" 
P you ag 


"Thats not--' 


"Tell me Im wrong!" 
"Youre not wrong." 
"Fuck." 


James sinks fo the floor, unable to remain standing beneath that terrible dizzying weight. He draws his knees to his 
chin He buries his face between them ard is about to start sobbing when a hand alights on the nape of his neck 


"lwant fo be loved on my own terms," Jason explains. "Not just yours." 
"You could have said something." 

‘| tried, James. You wouldn't listen. It was your way or the highway." 
"E | could take it back--" 


"Don't." The fingers work their way into James’ hair, gentle and reassuring despite the dismissal he's being forced to 
hear. "We can't change the past. There's no point obsessing over it" 


‘But that's exactly what youre doing!" 
‘No. Im giving us a way fo be together and stil move forward" 


James snaps his head up and shakes the hand away. "As opposed to what? Continuing to see each other just like a 
regular--" he refuses to say couple. ‘Like fucking normal people?" 


"Thats not what | want." 
"Obviously." 


"And | dont think thats what you want either." 


‘Oh no?" James wipes his eyes with the butt of his fist. "Enlighten me, then Since you supposedly know me on 
some deep psychic level What is it you think | want?" 


"Control." 
‘So were right back to that guilt trip, are we?" 


Jason presses the tips of his fingers over James’ lps--his touch surprisingly firm and forceful. 


"You know its what we both thrive on. You like being in control and I lke giving you control." 
"Then why--" 

The fingers give way to a palm 

‘Just not when it comes to my music." 

James murmurs some useless rebuttal 


‘And not when it comes to the rest my life," Jason continues"! know you don’t want to hear this, but you 
actually may have done me a favor. Im starting fo like where | am right now. | feel lke | can finally be myself." 


He waits for the hand to be lifted from his mouth before he realizes Jason is just giving him a moment for the 


words to sink in. 


‘Maybe you should look at it the same way, James. Im giving you an opportunity to explore your hidden talents. A 


chance to do something you never could have done while we were both in Metallica." 


James reaches up to pull the hand away, only for Jason fo grasp his wrist with surprising strength and sidle into his 
lap. Sneaky little fucker. He must have known that all it would take is a half-second of their dicks rubbing together 
for James to start getting hard and distracted again 


Sure enough, there's a smirk twisting at Jason's lips 


"You cant deny how easy it was to pretend you were someone else," he whispers. "How good it felt. How natural 
And dude--you must have been inspired! | thought you were just gonna tie me up and slug me around Maybe flog 
me with a belt like you did in Seattle that time. But no. You got creative. | wasnt expecting you to hold my head 
underwater or electrocute me or to be so convincing while you were doing it. That was fucking brilliant. You were 


fucking brillant." 


He hasnt seen that gleam in Jason's eyes since the first time they played "Ride the Lightning" onstage together. It 
was an expression James would never forget, and it flashed through his mind every time he asked his screaming 
audience ‘how does it feel fo be alive?" The answer never needed fo be put into words because he knew exactly 


what it looked like. 
This Just lke this. 
He realizes now why Jason held out so long during the torture. What he meant when he said he was letting James 
make up for hurting him in the past. It was never about punishing either of them. It was about allowing them both 


fo feel more alive than they had in ages. 


‘Oh yeah," Jason goes on, as if he's reading James’ very thoughts. "You might be feeling guilty right now, but in the 


back of your mind you're already looking forward to next time. | bet you have it all planned out. Who you're gonna 
be..where you're gonna ambush me..what you'll need fo get the job done. Knowing you, youll probably try to outdo 
yourself. And that's cool | just hope you don’t run out of ideas because you used them all at once." 

James pulls the hand away at last. 

‘Stop it," he grunts 


‘Stop what?" 


‘Getting all up in my head Ike that. Im supposed fo be mysterious and unpredictable, remember? You'll spoil the 
fun if you keep trying to figure me out." 


"Sorry," Jason chuckles. "But am | wrong?" 

‘Not felling." 

"Fair enough." 

He leans in for a kiss, only for James to grasp his chin and tilt back his head, forcing Jason fo look him in the eye. 
‘I mean if, Jase. | would never actually want to hurt you. And this feels enough like the real thing that its 
impossible not to feel guilty when its over. That's why | dont know how much longer | can do if, even if were both 
enjoying ourselves. Even if it means--" 

"What if you were on the receiving end next time?" 

dames’ hand drops straight to the floor. 

"E Lwhat?" 

‘ts just an idea," Jason explains, ‘and if youre not into if, thats okay. You can forget | mentioned it." 

"Yeah Like thats possible." 

"Would it help with the guilt?" 

"F I let you torture me? Are you fucking serious?" 


"Youre the one who said you felt like bashing your own head in | just thought--" 


"That Id agree to let you break into my house and tie me up and trash the place and do fuck-knows-what else 
before | finally scream uncle! and let you shove your dick up my ass, just to get my own songs back? The songs 


that you stole from me to begin with?" 

Jason shrugs. "Well, when you put it that way, it sounds like | deserve every second of pain you inflict on me." 
‘I never said you didn’t." 

"Then what are you complaining about?" 


‘Ljust--FUCK!" James thumps the back of his head against the cabinet. "You are such a maddening little shit, you 
know that? | should stick something in your mouth right now just fo shut you up. | should tie you to that bed and 
not even do anything Just leave you there. See how you like that!" 


"s that a no?" 


He wishes the stun gun were within reach so he could shock that smirk right off Jason's face. Maddening was 
putting it kindly. Maybe if he can remember this particular expression the next time he backhands the fucker for 
refusing to answer a question, he won't feel guilty at all. There's something uncanny about the look in the bassist's 
eyes. Something smug and knowing As if proposing the offer to James was just a formality and he's already 
deliberating when and where to ambush him. There's also something predatory, something James never imagined 
might be lurking inside Jason and that unnerves and arouses him at the same time. Its like looking in a mirror and 
seeing another man's face. Not like when he's wearing a mask. He doesnt know how to explain it. He just knows that 


it intrigues him more than he cares to admit--although his throbbing erection has already betrayed him hopelessly. 
‘Does it have to be next time?" 


‘OF course not," Jason replies, the smirk widening into a grin "I just thought, since we were going back and forth 


with the questions and all." 


‘Because Im wondering if | spoke too soon Im sure every interrogator feels a bit uncomfortable the first time 


they have to torture information out of someone. Maybe | just need more practice. What do you think?" 


Jason examines his wrists, licking his lps as he rubs his thumb across the angry purple welt left behind by the zp 
Ties. 


‘agree. | think you should give yourself at least one more chance. Make sure its not just nerves. Then, if it still 


bothers you, Hi make sure the tables get turned" 


They already have, James wishes he could say. They were turned the day you left. You're the one in control now. 


Any suggestion otherwise is just a fantasy, 
And maybe that's okay. Maybe thats the way it should be. 


‘Let's go back to bed," he murmurs, wrapping his fist around Jason's cock and relishing the texture of veins that he 


couldn't even feel when the hand was swathed in leather. "Forget all of this and enjoy the rest of the night." 


Jason arches his back and thrusts teasingly into James' hand a few more times before he gets to his feet "Youre 


right. We can falk about it next time." 


James switches off the bathroom light, hovering in the doorway for a moment so he can admire the view. The 
trim but muscular shoulders. The tapered waist. That perfect tight little ass He marvels too at his captive's swift 
recovery. An hour ago, Jason was half-conscious and could barely walk. James had to carry him up the stairs. He 
winced when he was laid on the mattress as if every inch of his body ached from the torture. Now look at hm. 
The picture of health Striding across the room without so much as a limp. Kneeling on the mattress with his ass 
upturned like no pain was ever inflicted F not for the telltale baton lashes across his buttocks and the tops of his 
thighs, the night's brutality might all be dismissed as a dream. James grins in spite of himself. Hell just have to up 


his game next time. 

"l wont make it easy for you," he says 

Jason rises to one elbow and glances over his shoulder. 

‘Make what easy?" 

"Torturing me." 

"I thought you said--" 

"Think about how much this body's been through over the years. Ive busted the shit out of my bones on a 
skateboard | lit myself on fire. | survived a fucking bus accident, for Christ sake. And if you expect me to give in 
fo a couple of electric shocks and a few wimpy punches and a little water, then you don't know me as half well as 
you like to think. You have your work cut out for you, my friend" He stalks forward and grabs Jason's arms, 
Jerking him back onto his feet. "Because Im gonna put up one hell of a fight." 

Jason snorts. "Oh yeah?" 

"Yeah." 

‘Right. Keep telling yourself that, Hetfield" 

‘lm felling you, Newsted Trust me. You'll need all the preparation you can get." He pushes Jason aside and sprawls 
on the bed in his place--legs spread, knees against his chest, arms outstretched above his head. "Which is why Im 
letting you fuck me." 


Jason's eyes go wide with surprise. To his credit, he maintains the defiant stance. 


"You saying | need the practice?" 


"Im saying you might not get another chance." 
The surprise darkens into lust, the normally blue irises nearly black by the time Jason reaches the bed 


‘Like | said--" he twists the cap off the bottle of gun oil, "--keep felling yourself that." 


The End 


